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One 


Author's Notes: 

Never get into a conversation with Lia about what happens to the underwear that gets tossed onstage. This is 
what happens when you do. And it\'s reasons like this that Andy says she\'s going to make me and Lia stop 
hanging out together. :D 


"Is so silly.” 

"It is." 

"| mean, we are going to do what with it all?" 
"| don't know. Is not as if we will wear it." 


A snort of laughter as a long plume of smoke filled the air. "Do not say that in front of Andi. He would." 


"Hal And you think Kai is different?" 


A low groan, a hand slapped over ice blue eyes. "Do not give me that in my mind, my brain will bleed and drip 


from my ears." 

"Oh, and Andi is a picture | want following me?" 

"Is neither | want." 

Silence, several moments passing then a snortgiggle. 

"Henjo?" 

"Yeah?" 

"l have an idea..." 

"Do you think it will work?" 

"Of course. You just say he would look better, | say Andi and they will have to show off to find out" 

"Did you bring it?" 

‘Is set up and ready" 

They stopped talking when several of the others arrived, old friends greeted, looking forward to a night off 
spent getting drunk and having fun. And so far, no one had noticed the two boxes sitting side by side against 
the wall. 

So far, so good. 

The liquor flowed, the conversation relaxed and easy, everyone having a great time. 

And they watched and waited, biding their time for the perfect moment. 

And bless the drummers and their neverending curiosity; Dan handed it to them on a silver platter. 


"What is that?" 


Weiki shrugged. "Is the panties and things that were thrown onstage from the tour." 


Henjo leaned back in his chair. "We have those too." 
"Is silly. Is not like anyone would wear them." 
Henjo cracked up. "| can see Andi going onstage in them. Would be a scary pumpkin!" 


"Andi?" Weiki rolled his eyes. "Hal Kai would be more scary. Would be like having two Fangfaces!" Putting his 


arms up, Weiki curled his fingers into claws and leaned over Henjo, growling. 
"But Kai has a better figure!" 

"Does not matter, Andi is longer and blonde. Is better." 

"What are you arguing for? Is not like it matters." 

"It does matter, Markus. You say, which is better, Andi or Kai?" 

"Andi is, Henjo, but is not the point." 

"You are just saying Andi because he is your singer!" 

"And you are saying Kai because he is yours!" 

Dirk shook his head, slapping his hand on the table. "Is Kail He has better ass." 
"Andi's ass is better. Kai has no ass." 

"You are crazy!" 


And so it went on, Markus and Sascha battling Dirk and Dan. And Andi and Kai sitting back, wearing smug grins 
as their boys defended their honor. 


And Weiki and Henjo smirked and waited, dropping in a word or two if it looked as though the subject might 


change. 


An hour later the argument was turning ugly and the time was right. Slurring his words, Henjo yelled for quiet. 


"Is an easy way to solve this!" 
Weiki nodded, looking as if he was about to fall face down on the table. "There is." 
Henjo slapped his shoulder. "They can have a..a.what is it?" 


"They can put them on and walk!" Weiki made his fingers walk none too steadily across the table. 


Markus banged his fist on his leg. "Is good! Like.like..." 

"A modell" Dirk shouted, his face screwing up. "And do not yell, | have a headache." 

"You yelled" 

Dirk hiccuped gently and looked at Dan. "Did not." 

Dan frowned. "Ok, you did not" 

Andi held up his arms. "Wait! Wait! You want us to put on the things and walk and show you?" 

Henjo nodded. "And we will give you numbers!" 

Weiki snorted. "Score." 

"Score to what? Who is playing?" 

"Is no one playing yet, Kai" Weiki fixed him with a rather unfocused version of The Glare. "Will you play?" 
Kai snickered, trying to prop his chin on his hand and missing several times. "I will always play, Weiki.” 


Weiki clapped his hands, suddenly looking much more sober. "Good! We will get things ready!" Grabbing Henjo, 
they began pushing tables together and setting chairs around them. 


Andi snorted, leaning forward and trying to cock an eyebrow at Kai. "They want us to wear underwear." 
Kai frowned. "| am already wearing some. | think" 
"Oh." Andi scratched his head. "Then | am con.con.! do not know what they want" 


Kai spit a shower of beer across the table. "I do not know either, but," he wiggled his eyebrows, "if they ask 
ricely | will let them have it!" 


Andi reached across the table and pinched Kai's cheek. "Slut." 
Kai grinned. "Whore." 


Ignoring the still arguing others, they burst into giggles. 


And so it was done. 

Three tables pushed together forming a catwalk of sorts. 

Chairs on either side and at one end for the judges to sit and the contestant to climb up. 
The boxes had been moved into the storeroom, marked with which belonged to which band 
"Weiki," Henjo asked, looking around the small hall, "how did you arrange this anyway?" 


"When they asked about Kai coming onstage with us | told them we needed a place to meet and talk and had 
them bring food and drinks. Then | had Sascha's guitar tech bring the boxes." 


"But you and Kai had already talked." 


Weiki snorted. "They did not know that. Was a good way to have a good time and make them pay." Weiki looked 


around. "I think we are ready." 
Henjo grinned. "Smart dick." 
"I am. Now, you get Kai, | get Andi.” 


The judges all clustered on one side of the tables. Dirk, Dan, Sascha and Markus, each with a pile of papers in 


front of them, numbered from one to ten in one pile, and a single sheet with a five on it sitting beside it. 


"Now, is how it works. You will give scores. Can be from half point to ten. Henjo will stay there and help them 


get up on the table. And | will keep the scores. Then when is done, we will see who wins." 
"Are they going to dance?" 
Weiki rolled his eyes. "I do not know, Sascha. But if they do, try not to stick money down their pants." 


"I will tell them we are ready." Henjo stuck his head in the storeroom and spoke quietly for a minute, coming 


back doing his best not to laugh. "They are ready." 
"Who is first?" 
"Will be Kai." 


Weiki nodded. "Then go." 


Henjo turned on the cd player and waited. 

When Kai stepped out of the storeroom they all fell apart. Sauntering to the end of the table, he took Henjo's 
offered hand and climbed up, striking a pose before walking slowly down the walkway, spinning around so fast 
that he nearly fell off before regaining his balance and striking another pose. He was wearing burgundy lace 
panties, cut high at the hip and nothing else, giggling the whole time and sticking his ass out, giving his hips an 
exaggerated sway as he journeyed back down, again taking Henjo's hand and stepping off. With a bow, he headed 
back to change into his next pair. 

"Scores?" 

There was a rustling of paper as the judges made their decisions. 

Markus gave him a four. 

Sascha gave him a three and a half. 

Dan gave him a seven. 

Dirk gave him a nine. 

All eyes went to Dirk, who snickered. "I like the color." 

Groans and eyes rolls and then here came Andi. 

Like Kai, he let Henjo assist him up, standing at the end and stretching his arms above his head before slinking 
the length of the tables, stopping at the opposite end and tossing his head, standing hipshot and waiting. Low 
cut black silk, so little there that the top edge of elastic was just above the base of his cock. With another 
shimmy, he strolled back down and climbed off, swinging his hips as he went back to change. 

"Scores?" 

Dirk gave him a five. 

Dan gave him a two. 

Sascha gave him an eight. 

Markus gave him an eight and a half. 


Markus glared at Dan. "Two?" 


Dan shrugged. "I do not like the way they fit" 


Weiki and Henjo exchanged grins. This was even better than they hoped. 
And once again, here came Kai. 

This time wearing all lace black panties, the front bulging around his semi hard cock. 
Dan gave him a seven and a half. 

Dirk a seven 

Markus a four. 

Sascha an eight. 

Sascha grinned at a glaring Markus. "| like black" 

Henjo coughed to cover the laugh. 

Weiki snickered and noted the score. 

Now Andi. 

Whereas Kai walked, Andi slid. 


Like a giant, blonde cat, stalking across the floor and rubbing against Henjo before he climbed on the table, 
strutting down the walkway and stopping in front of the judges, turning his back to them. 


Blue, so blue they matched his eyes. 

And a thong. 

Andi bent over, waving his ass back and forth. 

Dirk whistled. 

Markus licked his lips and grinned. 

Andi slowly straightened, turning back around and thrusting his hips forward, the pouch of the thong pushed 
out by his hard cock, a spot of wetness darkening the material. He continued to the end of the table and 


turned to walk back, taking Henjo's hand and stepping down, giving the judges a little wave as he went back to 


the room to change. 


Tens across the board. 

Kai must have been watching, because when he came out the next time he walked slowly, swinging his hips and 
eyeing the judges. This time he was wearing a nearly flesh colored triangle, thin straps over his hips and when 
he turned his back only a tiny line of material ran down his cleft. Lifting his hair, he bent forward, getting so 
close to Weiki that he looked as though he were trying to kiss him, bumping and grinding to the music for a 
few moments before finishing his walk. 

Dirk even tried to sneak in a ten and a half. 

Kai wasn't even the whole way back to the room when Andi walked out, grabbing Kai on his way past and 
grinding his crotch against his ass, his hand pawing at the triangle over Kai's cock. Henjo covered his eyes and 
groaned, the judges standing up and clapping and cheering as Kai twisted his head back, reaching up to grab 
Andis hair and pull him into a very heated kiss. 

Andi spun away, laughing as he climbed up onto the table, weaving his hips back and forth as he lowered 
himself, spreading his knees and showing the tiny bit of golden silk that hid nothing, reaching out and grabbing a 
handful of Markus’ curls and pulling him face forward into his crotch. 

Weiki choked, covering his eyes and loudly complaining about them bleeding. 

Dirk, Dan and Sascha cheered Markus on. 

Markus took the time for a lick or two. 

Andi pushed his head back and stood, running his hands over his body as he ground his hips. Sashaying back 
down to Henjo, he climbed down, cupping the guitarists crotch and giving it a friendly squeeze before tossing 
his hair and oozing back to the changing room. 

They all gave him ten and a half. 

And then they waited for Kai. 

And waited. 

Waited some more. 

And a little more. 

And then Henjo went to check. 


And when he came back, his face was looking a bit odd. 


The contest was over. 

The judges voiced their complaints. 

Loudly. 

Henjo explained that the contest was over because Andi and Kai were too busy fucking like rabbits to continue. 
And so they got drunker. 

And when the other two slunk out and joined them, Weiki gave the final score. 

To Andi went the victory. 

Two weeks later.. 

Andi looked up when Weiki dropped a DVD case in his lap. "What is this?" 

"Is something for the next outtake videos." 

"Ah." Andi opened the case and slipped the disc in the computer. "From what?" 

"The night with the Rays." 

Andi snorted. "I do not remember much of that night except being cold" His fingers danced over the keys, 
starting it playing and leaning back to watch. He didn't notice Sascha and Markus ease into the room, positioning 
himself where they could see him and the computer screen 

I+ took less than five minutes before Andi was dying. 

Face down on the desk, moaning. 

The fashion show was bad enough. 

The Markus in the crotch was almost too much. 

The loud and intense fucking? 

That was a very embarrassing moment. 


Having the rest of the band hooting and honking and snortgiggling? 


Andi wanted to crawl under the console. 

Meanwhile.. 

Kai looked at the package Herjo had just dropped in his lap. "What is this?" 
"Is from Weiki. From the night we got drunk" 


Kai opened it, surprised to find a DVD. Opening his laptop, he booted it up and inserted the disc. And when it 
started playing his eyes just got bigger. 


The underwear? 

No big deal. 

The dancing? 

Well, he'd never claimed to be stripper material. 
But the screaming, clawing, biting sex with Andi? 
Priceless. 


He might have to see about using some of the footage on their next DVD. 


